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must leave this on the 12th, and I could bet a trifle the
doors, etc., will arrive the very day I set out, and be all
put up a la "bonne aventure. Meantime I am keeping
open house, not much to my convenience, and I am
afraid I shall be stopped in my plastering by the want
of these matters. The exposed state of my house has led
to a mysterious disturbance. The night before last we
were awaked by a violent noise, like drawing heavy
boards along the new part of the house. I fancied some-
thing had fallen, and thought no more about it. This
was about two in the morning. Last night, at the same
witching hour, the very same noise occurred. Mrs. S.,
as you know, is rather timber'some, so up got I, with
Beardie's broadsword under my arm,
" So bolt upright,
And ready to fight."
But nothing was out of order, neither can I discover
what occasioned the disturbance. However, I went to
bed, grumbling against Tenterden Street,1 and all its
works. If there was no entrance but the keyhole, I
should warrant myself against the ghosts. We have a
set of idle fellows called workmen about us, which is a
better way of accounting for nocturnal noises than any
that is to be found in Baxter or Glanville.
When you see Mr. Atkinson, will you ask him how
far he is satisfied with the arch between the armory and
the ante-room, and whether it pleases him as it now
stands? I have a brave old oaken cabinet, as black as
ebony, 300 years old at least, which will occupy one side
of the ante-room for the present. It is seven feet and
a half long, about eighteen inches deep, and upwards of
six feet high — a fine stand for china, etc.
You will be sorry to hear that we have lost our excel-
lent old friend, Mrs. Murray Keith. She enjoyed all
her spirits and excellent faculties till within two days of
her death, when she was seized with a feverish complaint,
1 Bullock's manufactory was in this street.

